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a strictly constitutional appeal The grim era of
Parnell had not yet arrived; and though there were
such things as Fenians, they seemed very far from a
sm&U boy riding his donkey over the green spaces of
Phoenix Park. (Once they thought the Fenians were
coming, and his donkey bolted,) Yet within two
years of their return to England a gentleman named
Burke, who had once given him a drum, was stabbed
to death by Irish knives not many yards from * The
Little Lodge.* Their life was uneventful, though,
his lovely mother ennobling Castle Drawing-rooms
with the dark radiance of her beauty and the diamond
star in her hair, or sitting the big Irish hunters in the
tightest riding-habits of a small boy's recollection*
Her husband hunted, shot, fished, caught lobsters,
sailed, played chess, and occasionally helped to
govern Ireland* Indeed, his wanderings about the
country taught him the beginnings of a sympathetic
understanding of the Irish and some of their demands,
which might conflict dangerously with his party
loyalties. But Lord Randolph was never a good
party man. For at a time when all good Conserva*
tives had learnt to fear the Slav and love the Turk*
he was in dose correspondence with so formidable
a Radical as Dilke upon the subject of autonomy
for Greeks, Bulgarians, and Bosnians* These were
strange leanings for the secretary (unpaid) of a lead*
ing member of Lord Beaconsfield's administration,
with the Prime Minister about to bring home * Peace
with Honour * from the Congress of Berlin in spite
of Bulgarian atrocities, and Mr* Gladstone starting
Kon 'his pilgrimage of passion* ia Midlothian to do*